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The thin fingers were digging into his neck. His
collar and tie were gone, his shirt torn, and he could
feel the damp air blowing on his flesh. The other
man had him now about the thighs, and his hands
were digging into his groin.

He kicked again, then, as his right trouser-leg
tore, he swung forward and down, and threw, with
a great effort that seemed to burst his heart, the small
ruffian over his head. The clutch at his neck was
broken. The hold on his naked thigh was released.
He knew that he was master of the field. He
straightened himself, pulled up his torn trousers,
wiped some blood from his face, and then through
the mist was aware that the little fellow was lying at
his feet motionless. No one else was there but they
two. He blew his whistle. Then, bending down,
he caught the little man by the collar and dragged
the body along the ground to a distant lamp. He
had killed him, perhaps, and no harm if he had. In
the lamp's opaque light he saw that this was young
M'Canlis, the tobacconist's son, one of the worst
wasters in Seatown. He was not dead, but stirred,
raising his arms. His forehead was badly cut.

So Gurney stood there, blowing his whistle and
waiting. He breathed deep with a very genuine
satisfaction. Not only had he proved himself to
himself, always a satisfactory thing to do, but now
they would have young IVTCanlis in jail and it would
be their fault if they didn't get from him something
worth having. He was a coward, a sneak, a tell-all
when in trouble, and what he knew Gurney would
know before many hours were over.

Out of the fog the long thin body of one of his
men emerged.